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Qgeette H ell fire ana vengeance go along with you, 
Theres two of you, the diuell make the third, 

Frcwomanifh man.canft thou not curfe thy enemies? 

Suff. A plague vpon them: wherefore fiiould I curfe them? 
( ould curies kill as do the Mandrakes groanes, 

I would inuentas many bitter termes, 

Dchuered ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With twice (o many fignes of deadly hate. 

As lenne faede Enuv in her loathfome caue, 

My tongue fiiould fiumble in mineeatnefi words, 

A 'me eies ihculd fparkle like the beaten flint, 

Mv haire be fixt on end, as one diftraught. 

And cuery loynt ihculd feeme to curfe and ban. 

And now me thinkes my burthened heart would breake. 
Should ; not curfe them:poi!onbe their drinke, 

Gall.worfe then gall the damtieft thing they tafte, 

Their fweeteft fiiade,a groue offvpm trees, 

Theirfbftcft touches fmart as lyzards flings. 

Their mufique frightfu 11, like the ferpents hifie.* 

And boding fcnke-owles make the confort full. 

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell. 

Queene. Enough fweete Suffolkc.thou torment ft thyfelf. 
1 ou bade me ban.and will you bid me ccafe? 
Now by this ground that I am banifiit from, 

Well could 1 cur r e ayvay a winters night. 

And (landing naked on a mountainctop, 

W here biting cold vi'ould neuerlct grafte grow, 

Ann thinke it but a minute (pent in (port. 

No more, fwaete Suffolk, hie thee hence to France, 
Or hue where thou wilt Within this worldcs o-Iobe 
J!e hauean Irifli that ihall find thee out. 

And long thou (halt not fiav.but i!e haue thee repcald, - 
Or venture to be bamfiicd my felfc. 

Oil let this kiile be printed inthy hand. 

That when thou feeft it, thou maid thinke on me: 

Away, I lay .that I may feele my griefe, 

Font is nothing whilft thou (landed here. 
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c If. Thus is poore Stiff olket.cn times bamfiied, 
ru!*£bv the Kmg, but three times thrice by thee. 

D n } SnterVawfe. 

O uttne How now,whither goes V awfe fo fall! 
y AW fe. To figmfie vnto his maiefty, 

Th-t Cardinall Bewford is at point of death, 

Somtimeshe rauesand cnes ashe were mad, 

^ometnnes he calls vpon Duke Humphreys ghoft, 

And whifpets to his pillow as to him, 

And fometime he calls to fpcake vnto tnc King, 

Andlam going to certifie vnto his grace, 

Thateuennciwhecaldalowdforhim. 

O ueene Go then good V awfe, and certifie the Kmg. 

^ exit Vawfe. 

Oh what is worldly pompc'.all men mu ll die. 

And woe am I for B ewfords heauv end, 

But why mournc I for him, whilft thou art here. 

Sweete Sufi/kf hie thee hence to France, 

For if the King do come, thou furc mull die. 

Suf And if I go, I cannot liuc:but hereto die, 

What were it elfc,but like a pleafant flumber 

Inthvlap? ’ 

Here could T, could I.breeatb my foule into the ayre. 

As milde and gentle as the new borne babe, 

That dies with mothers dug between his lips, 

Where from thy fight I fiiould be raging mad, 

And call for thee to clofe mine cies, 

Or with thy lips to flop my dying foule, 

That I might breath it (b into thy body, 

And then it liude in fweete Elyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to die in icaft, 

From thee to die, were torment more then death, 

0 let me ftay, befall what may befall. 

Queene Oh might (I thou ftay with fafette of thy.life, 

Then flbouldft thou ftay, but heauens deny it, 

And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 

I goe. 
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